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WHAR ARE YUH 
GOING, HOPALONG? 


iN HOPALONG CASSIDY'S SHERIFF’S OFFICElNTWlN 

KtVER .. . 

TO THE HILLS, 
MESQUITE HUB 
WEBSTER SENT ME 
A NOTE ASKING ME 
TO COME OUT TO 
HI5 SHACK .'I'LL 
_ SEE YOU LATER ' 


HOPALONG CASSIDY 
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I’ll PUT THE MONET 
I (SET FOR THE GOLP 
IN THE BANK 

FOR VO U ! JB 


I SHORE AM 
POWERFUL 
(SRATEFUL to 
YUH, HOPPV 


I WAS HO PI NO YUH P . 
TAKE IT TO THE ASSAY 
SHOP IN TWIN RIVER FER 
ME WHILE I SO LOOKING 
FER MORE ^ 


SURE, HUB, 
IF THAT'S 
WHAT YOU 
WANT. 1 
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THAT’S ALL WE WANT TO 
KNOW QUICKt HANSCOM, 
PR AO HIMINTOTHE BACK 
I ROOM ANP CLEAN OUT 
■W - THE SAFE J f 


IN THE BACK 
ROOM, EH ? 


1’p BETTER BE ©OiN© IF 
I WANT TO <SET YOUR ^ 
OOlP TO THE ASSAY 
SHOP BEFORE IT 
_ CLOSES j — — ^ 

L, ALL RIGHT. 

V HOPALON© 


lEANWHILE, in the twin 
) RIVER A5SAY SHOP.,,. 


PON’T MAKE A 
SOUND.' THIS IS A 
HOLPUP.' 


ONE YAP OUT OF 
YUH ANP IT’LL 
BE YORE LAST.' 
NOW HANP OVER 
YORE ©OLD ANP 
_ MONEY 


¥- 7 . 755 .' 

I’LL 

G-S-OlVE 
IT T-TO 
Y-Y-YUH / 


EVERYTHING'S 
THE S-S-SAFE 
THE B-SACK , 
- ROOM J 
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HO LP EVERVTHINS 1 KNOW 
WHERE I SAW HIS PACE Hfi’l 
AN OUTLAW.' I RECEIVER HIS 
PICTURE FROM THE MARSHAL’S 
OFFICE ABOUT A YEAR A 60/ 
I’VE OOT IT SOMEWHERE 
IN MV PESK 


LOOK AT THE 
HAUL, WILKS.' 
IT’S EVEN MORE 
THAN WE GOT 
ROBBEP 
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THEY TOOK EVERYTHING 
I HAP.' I’ll BE RUiNEP 
IF I PON’T GIT THAT ^ 
■^rn — GOLP BACK ) 


r SHORE AM SLAP TO SEE 
Y UH, HOPALONO TWO 
VARMINTS HELP ✓ 

■L me up.' , — 


' TWO OF THEM . 
SO ‘WILKS HAS AN 
ACCOMPLICE J 


HERE IT IS.' 
POSTER WILKS** 
WANTEP FOR 
ROBBERY / HE MUST 
HAVE BEEN HOLPING 
UP THE ASSAY SHOP 
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► R IGHT I WROTE 
THAT YOU ACC - / DENTAL- 
LY CAME ACROSS 
THE COLD AND 
THAT YOU’RE HOLDING 
IT UNTIL THE « 
RIGHTFUL OWNERS ] 
m CLAIM IT/ A 


THEY PRO BA&LY INTEND TO 
HIDE ALL THEIR LOOT HERE UNTIL 
THEY PULL ONE OR TWO MORE 
JOBS AND THEN' BEAT IT ACROSS 
THE BORDER WELL, THERE’S 
V GOING TO BE A CHANGE 
^ . IN THEIR PLANS.' ) 


HORTLY AFTER.... 


f I GIT YUH, M 
HOPALONG/ 
AFTER THEY READ 
THE NOTE, THEY’LL 
COME HYAR.' 


HERE’5 THE LOOT WILKS AND HIS 
PARTNER STOLE FROM HODGES. 1 
I RECOGNIZE IT BY HUB WEBSTER 1 
SACK.' THOSE THIEVING VARMINTS 

MU6T HAVE 

SHOP PREVIOUSLY AND HID THE 1 


GOLD 


TOO' 


HERE 
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IT’S CASSIPV 


» THIS MyST 88THK 
SHACK LIKE JT SAYS IN 
THE NOTE.' IT'S THE .Jk 
ONLY ONE OUT 
HYAR l 

J WE’RE SHORE 


THEY’LL BE HERE ANY 
SECONP NC?W.' I’P 
BETTER HIPE UNPER 
YOUR BUNK NOW 
THAT YOU KNOW 
WHAT TO PO: 

' shore; 


FEW MINUTES LATER. 


LUCKY A PUMB, 
HONEST HOMBRe 
FOUNP OUR LOOT.' 
f SOME FELLOWS 
LIKE US STUMBLEP 
ON JT, WE’P NEVER 
<SIT IT BACK. 1 


THAR'S OUR SACK 
OVER THAR C’MON, 
HANSCOM, LET’S 
(SIT IT ANP <30 .' 


THAT WASN’T A 
k VERY (5ENEROU3 
REWARP >OU HAP 
IN MIND FOR HUB.' 
BUT I HAVE A NICER 
ONE FOR YOU, A 
COMFORTABLE 1 
V. PRISON CELL 1 
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' 0O5h, 1 HAVE TUH WASH 
All THESE HOSSES THIS MORNING, 
CYA'HH') JEST WHEN I PEEL . 
* SO LAZY/ TOO , 


GOOD 

excuse. 


((rRRRR') 

COME M YA R, 
LAMEBRAIN . 


THE BOSS ISN’T 
AROUND.' I’LL LIE 
DOWN HYAR AND 
TAKE IT EASY.' 


I JE5T DON’T 
FEE L LIKE 
WORKING.' ) 


■f " ' 
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MIDNIGHT BOY 


Fast-Moving Western 




J OHN Parker looked up from his bed at 
hia tow-haired young aon. Impatiently, the 
rancher** hand plucked at the quilt that cov- 
ered him. Even thia alight movement brought 
a throbbing pain to the leg that lay tightly 
bound in aplinta beneath the quilta. 

"I — I wish I could go with you, Tim," John 
Parker aaid. “But thia blamed leg probably 
won't heal up for a month! And it'll be an- 
other couple of months before I can straddle 
a bronc again!" 

Tim Parker smiled eagerly at his father. 
“Listen, Pa," he aaid. "You don’t have to 
worry about a thing! I can ride herd on that 
bunch of mavericks in my sleep. I’ll have 
them up to the depot by tomorrow noon and. 
turn them over to the cattle agent there! We’ll 
have the money for your doctor’s bills . . . 
and your installment to the bank sure as 
blazes! Just to make sure, I’ll ride Midnight 
Bey!" / 

“Midnight Boy?" The rancher shook his' 
head determinedly. "You will not, Tim,” he 
frowned. "That ornery cayuse is plumb pizen! 
If it hadn’t been for hia throwing me, I’d 
never have gotten my leg broken at all. And 
you’ve never been able to ride him. No, sir!" 
He shook hia head again. "The horse you’re 
riding when you take the herd to the depot 
is old Sal. She may be alow, but at liast you 
can stay on her!" 

Hia father** word was law! Two hours later, 
as Tim Parker rode out of the Circle P home 
spread, pushing eighty head of cattle before 
him, he was riding the old dun mare — Sal. 
But as he rode along at an easy lope, keeping 
the stragglers in, Tim kept thinking of Mid- 
night Boy. There was a horse! Big, glossy, 
jet-black, fast as chain lightning and as spir- 
ited as a month-old colt. 

But the black stallion was too spirited. The 
few times that Tim had tried to ride him, he 
had been promptly thrown. And it was be- 
cause of Midnight Boy that his father had 
his leg broken and it was now up to Tim to 


haze the herd to the railroad depot to turn 
them over to the cattle agent there. 

Riding along beneath a clear blue sky with 
the red-backed cattle moving easily be f -e 
him, Tim began to whistle. Even old Sal was 
trotting with more than her usual amount of 
energy. 

It was then that the three riders came out 
of the little clump of oak that stood by the 
cattle trail. 

Straight toward young Tim they rode, mov- 
ing in a ground-covering canter. They were 
dressed in heavy sheepskin jackets, and their 
battered slouch hats were pulled down in front, 
shading their unshaven faces. Each of them 
carried a carbine in a saddle holster, and a 
Colt strapped to his thigh. The lead man, 
black-haired and hatchet-faced, raised his 
hand. 

“Howdy, son,” he began in a flat, hoarse 
voice. “Can you tell us . . . which is the best 
route to Craw’s Junction?” 

Tim Parker scratched his straw-colored hair, 
thinking. 

“Well,” he said, “just keep going the way 
you are, till you come to the coach road. Fol- 
low that right — until you come to a fork. Take 
the left turn, and stay with it all the way. 
I’d show you, except that I’m taking this herd 
to the railroad . . . and I’m all alone.” 

For the first time, the lead rider grinned. 
"All alone, eh?” he repeated. Suddenly, his 
visage grew grim, and his broad hand slapped 
down toward his thigh and came up with a 
steady-held revolver. “That’s too bad because 
we’re taking your herd, boy. And we’re taking 
your hoss, too, just to make sure you don’t 
follow us! Vlear me? Get off . . . pronto!” 

Tim tertsed in the saddle! The man was not 
fooling, and the gunsels behind him were 
ready to draw, too. They were common rus- 
tlers, bad hombres — and he had fallen into 
their trap! But he could not give up the herd. 
It would be the ruin of the Circle P ranch! 

"No!” he muttered defiantly. "You can’t 
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have them! They’re all we’ve got . . . and 
you’re not getting them!” 

The Outlaw kneed his horse closer to the 
dun mare. He leaned over threateningly. “No? 
Can’t have them?” Suddenly, his face twisted, 
and his heavy arm came about, slashing with 
the gunbutt against the side of young Tim’s 
face. The boy tried to duck, but it was futile! 
He felt a stunning blow against his cheek- 
bone. Reeling away, he slid down the side of 
the mare, slumping against the ground. In a 
daze, he heard the outlaw mutter, “That takes 
care of him! Let’s get moving for the stage 
line, boys. Put a rope on his mare and we’ll 
take her along, Lonnie! Just in case he wakes, 
up. he won't be able to follow us!” 

Lying there, head throbbing. Tim watched 
the rustlers move away, hazing the mavericks 
before them. Soon they were just tiny spots 
in the distance. 

Dizzy, he rose to his feet, one hand clutch- 
ing his aching temple and cheek! 

The herd gone — stolen! And there was no 
chance of getting help, no way to cut off the 
outlaws, since they had taken old Sal with 
them. Unless — Tim's fists suddenly clenched! 
There was a way, if he could get back to the 
ranch in time! 

Squaring his shoulders, he turned toward the 
ranch. It was about three miles away. Three 
miles of rolling prairie land. He began to jog, 
each step sending a shaft of pain lancing 
through his head. Gradually, the soreness be- 
gan to lessen, and his strides became longer. 
He had to get back to the ranch on time! 

S OON the ranch buildings were in sight! 

Tim did not swerve toward the main 
house, where he knew his father was asleep. 
Instead, he ran straight toward the corral. 
There, restless and pawing the earth in his 
stall was the great black horse, Midnight Boy! 
It was only a few weeks ago that John Parker 
had traded all the other horses in his string, 
intending to buy some fresh broncs soon. Now 
with Sal gone, the black horse stood alone. 

Tim raised a slender hand to the stallion’s 
shiny neck. Always high-spirited, the bronc 
threw his head back in pretended alarm. “Take 
it easy, Midnight Boy,” the youth said. “I’ve 
got to get to the sheriff at Craw's Junction 
fast — and there’s just one way for me to do it. 
You’re the way!” 

Moving carefully, he dropped a saddle blan- 
ket across the horse’s back, and smoothed it 
out so there was no crease to cut the glossy 
side. Midnight Boy kicked nervously at the 
stall. Quickly, Tim put a halter on him and 


then slid a high-cantled western saddle across 
his back. No time to waste now. He strained 
hard, tightening the cinch strap. Then he led 
him outside, patting his side soothingly. “One 
foot in the stirrup . . . easy, boy . . . easy!” 

With a sudden spring he vaulted into the 
saddle, legs gripping , hard. Midnight Boy did 
not hesitate for a second. As he had so many 
times before, he sprang forward and began 
to crow-hop in great, ground-covering leaps, 
twisting sharply. For a few seconds Tim was 
able to hold on, clutching desperately at the 
reins. But then he lost his seat, and a final 
high lurtge by the bronc sent him hurtling off 
through the air! 

For a dizzying, spinning moment, he was 
falling, and then he landed— hard ! 

Groggy, he scrambled to his feet. Waves of 
pain were shooting through his head again, 
and there was the salty taste of blood in his 
mouth. He swallowed. Midnight Boy had 
quieted down and was standing a few yards 
from him, ears flattened back, a triumphant 
malice in his big eyes. Tim Parker twisted 
his shoulders, lowered his head, and started 
toward the bronc. 

“Listen,” he mouthed thickly. “The ranch 
depends on my getting to the sheriff on time! 
I’m riding you, Midnight Boy — and this time 
you . . . won't . . . stop . . . me!” 

Again he held the rein in his hand. Again 
his scuffed cowboy boot found the stirrup 
and again he swung his right leg over the 
saddle. This time the black horse seemed to 
know that the showdown was at hand! Spring- 
ing high in the air, he twisted about violently 
in an effort to dislodge the boy at once. But, 
fighting with every muscle in his body, Tim 
managed to cling to his back! 

Finally the bucks became less and less vio- 
lent and the boy knew that he had mastered 
the bronc! He reined him hard out of the 
corral and spurred him across the prairie. 
“Let’s move, boy!” he husked. "We’re heading 
for Craw’s Junction!” 

A S they raced across the level plain at top 
speed, Tim knew that they would get 
there in time to warn the sheriff — ‘that there 
would be time to round up a posse and cut 
off the rustlers before they could cross the 
state line. The herd would be saved! Knowing 
this, he grew excited about it. And somehow 
he had the feeling that Midnight Boy was 
excited about it, too ... for the big black 
horse was galloping as never before! 

THE END 
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Sm/ them mat rnco^y 


r I JU5T MADE A 
DISCOVER y/ WHEN 
VO'Rg IN THE NEWSPAPER 
BUSINESS, YUH SHOULD 
STICK TO REPORTING 
THE NEWS NOT 
S TRYING TO 
M MAKE IT/ 


HEAD TERRITORY'S 
ONLY NEWSPAPER 
5 MILEY SURNETTE, REPORTER . 

EOfTOR • 

PUUUGHEft' 
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££eANWH/LE /N THE HILLS, THE 
REPORTER, EO/7VR AND PUBL /SHER 
OP ROCH HEAP TERRITORY 'S OHl Y 
HE WS PAPER, BURNETTE'S BUGLE, 
HUNTS FOR NEH/S / 
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IT'5 AN AWFUL 
> PECULIAR- 
LOOKING 
V PRODUCT } / 


OH--6R--ER--I'M A 
MEDICINE MAN AND 
I'M TJ?YIN6 OUT ONE 
h* OF MV NEW 

H. products ' JJ 


'THAT'e WHV WE DIDN’T FIND > 
HIM BELOW? THAT PILE OF DIRT 
5AVED HIM FROM FALLIN6 OVER 1 
CMON ! LET '5 6ET HIM NOW 


STRANGER' IT’S A 
MATTER OF LIFE 
AND DEATH ! > 


OlDDAP, R/N<3 EYE/ LET'S \ 
HEAD FOR BURNETTE'S 
BU6LE OFFICE WHERE WE / 
CAN GET THIS MAN '5 / 

5T0RY IN PRIVATE/ ^ 


GET ME OUT OF HERE '-A LIFE AND DEATH : 
AND I'LL EXPLAIN LATER,) MAYBE I’LL GET 


' A STORV YET / i 
CUT OFF THE TRAIL 
MV HORSE 15 
fiS&KTT THERE/ J 
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JUMPING > 
1 BUTTER BAU.5* 
BANKER j 
\ WATSON, < 
CAN'T VUH A 
' GIVE ME JUST) 
A LITTLE < 
MORE TlME?j 


NO SUCH 
7 THING/ 


THIS NOTE WAS DUE ONE YEAR AGO / 
EITHER YUH PAY UP 6V FIVE O'CLOCK 
TOMORROW, OR TM CLOSING DOWN 
BURNETTE’S BuGLE ! GOOD S 
DAY/ 


mfcw~ - J A GENUINE WJ 

THE REASON THOSE \ HAIf? GROWER 3 
VARMINTS WERE AFTER \ 1 ALWAYS r 
ME WAS BECAUSE THEY \ THOUGHT 


OF COURSE THERE IS' \ THIS IS \ 
WHY JUST TWO WEEK'S / GOING TO 
AGO T WAS AS BALD AS A MARE A / 

i- A CUCUMBER// SWELL *" 

STORY PER 
AlC 1/ -J THE NEXT r 
/ iftw n issue of L 


WERE TRYING TO STEAL THE/ THERE WAS 


PATENT TO MY NEW PIS 
COVERS-- THE DiGBY 
DRUMMOND GENUINE 
_ HAIR GROWER/ ^ 


there isnt Going to 

BE ANY NEXT ISSUE OF j 
BURNETTE’S BUGLE, 
SMILEY, UNLESS YOU 
PAY ME THE HUNDRED , 
DOLLARS YUH OWE ME fj 


WHERE WOULD I EVER 6ET A 
HUNDRED DOLLARS BETWEEN 
NOW AND TOMORROW AT FIVE ? 


L 


DON'T FRET, SMILEY' ' 
YUH DID ME A FAVOR, 
SO NOW I'M GO'NG TO 1 
DO SUN ONE IN RETURN ! 
I'LL SHOW YUH HOW YUH 
MAKE MUCH MORE . 
THAN A HUNDRED 
DOLLARS BEFORE 
rnunpirnuj / 


THAT SURE 15 
YUH, 
l GET 

OUT AN EXTRA f 
AND WHAT5 MORE, 
I'LL PUT THE5TORY 
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WAY THESE WAPPIff* 
A KE RUSHING 
TC BUY THIS HAIR ^ 
GROWER ! THIS HAS \ 
BEEN 60IN6 ON FER 
TWO HOURS/ I'U. BE / 
WORTH A FORTUNE 
WHENI6ET MY SHARE 
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HIS HAIR IS BEGINNING 
TO GO AND 50 AMI \. 


HYAR'S WHAT'S 


COMING TO 

Is; yuHlr- 


l'D LIKE TO PAY OFF BANKER ALL RIGHT. 
WATSON AS FAST AS PCS - /SMILEY / < 
SIBLE, OIGBY ! SO GIVE < BUT REMEM- 
ME WHAT’S COMING TO jBER/YUH i 

— "MBP®TL m 1La aswp for> 


UGH! 


[22s sMi tey Recove&s 


7 — — 1 THAT DIRTY 

FAKES HAS GONE WITH MY HAIR - — 
I MEAN WITH THE WIND, BUT I'LL J 
CATCH UP TO HIM/ 


YUH GUARANTEED THAT HAlFGAOWER/ NOW 


™ JUMPING BUTTERBALLS ! I HAVE TO CATCH 
PIG BY BEFORE THEY CATCH ME, OR I'LL NOT 
ONLY HAVE LOST MY HAIR/ BUT MV HIDE, TOC 
I'LL HEAD PER THE HILLS/ MAYBE I CAN 
w GIVE THEM THE SUP RUNNING UP ONE#! 

OF THE SLOPES / f- — ^ ; 


WE WANT OUR MONEY BACK OR WE'LL RIP 
YUH AND YORE OFFICE TO SHREDS f 
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HEY.' WHAT'S y/ptJRNED IF I KNOW! 
THAT ? f- -vi T-jgS 


HE CHEATED U5, TOO, 
WITH THE HELP OF 
SMILEY BURNETTE / 
LET'S JOIN FOGCES! 


' A HUNDRED DOLL AES. 1 YIPW/ 
NOW I CAN PAYOFF BANKER 
WATSON, AND HAVE A TERRIFIC 
STORY FEPMY PAPER, TOO/ A* 
ANOTHER GREAT WRITER, SHAKE* 
PE ARE, SAID, "Ail'S WEU 
THAT ENDS WEU/" 


13 


FOLLOW THE APVENTL/RSS OF 
SMILE V BURNETTE IN H/S OWN 
MAGAZINE, SIMLEV BURNETTS 
WESTERN AND IN SIX-GUN 
HEROES/ 
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AH, THIS COLP WATER 
SH ORE LOOKS SOOVJ 
r I’M POWERFUL 
X^c-. THIRSTY.' f 


.HA, HA, yUH SHORE) f SPLUTTER) 
GOT A SHOWER, < OH, YUH ■< 
TEN OALLON TEX* J OPINE IT’S 
^ PO YUH WANT ^<1 FUNNY V 
^ SOME SOAP? ) C OO YUH? ) 
V HA, HA l —IS ^-rt&Rfi) J 


WHAT— (BLUB, 

-T BLUB) r-~ 


WIPE THAT SMILE OFF J 
YORE FACE OR I’LL /T 

KNOCK IT OFF.* 

• — i - — 7 AW, 

/ f YUH -DON’T 
' \. SCARE ME.' 


PLOP <?0£S 


dH, NO? LISTEN, /F I HIT 
YUH ONCE, / T*LL BE 
LIKE THE NAME OF J 
A SOHO' y 


HUH ? IF YUH 
HIT ME, IT’LL 
BE LIKE THE 
NAME OF A 
►r , S ONG'P 


THAT’S RIGHT 


THE WEASEL"! 




?• > i ~ 

— S 

\ - 
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REPUBLIC PICTURES’ STAR 


/ THE OUTLAWS OPERATE IN THE \ 
TWIN PLAINS REGION WELLS ^ 
FARGO'S RUN IS ON THE BROTHER 
PLAINS ' SEPARATED BY A HILL- 
CREST IS THE SISTER PLAINS, 
WHICH IS B ORDERED BY GORGE 
MOUNTAIN LAWMEN HAVE PURSUED 
THE BANDITS INTO GORGE MOUN- 
TAIN ONLY TO FIND THEY'VE BEEN 
TRAILING RIDERLESS MOUNTS J 
ON THE WAV 


^ — 


BANDITS SEEM TO 
DISMOUNT INTO THE 


_ Tom -Hie billcresf +ha4 separates 
■Hie +wo stretches of fla+lands known 
as TWIN PLAINS, a band of killers 
swoop down -to plunder -fhe rich ship- 
ments of WELLS FARGO stages / 
ROCKY LANE,+he figh-fing marshal, rides 
inta this inferno of crossfire and sure 
death in his quest For--- 
THE DISAPPEARING OUTLAWS ! 


"DISAPPEARlN< 
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THIS HOUSE OVERLOOKS. THE ^ 
TWIN PLAINS AMD IS J'JST ABOVE 
A MARROW DIVIDE THAT LINKS 
BOTH PLAINS l WHO LIVES THERE ? 



f r KNOW WHAT YOU'RE THINKING, 
ROCKY' UT’S PLACE IS A PERFECT 
LOOKOUT SPOT / THE SHERIFF 
TRIED THAT AND STAYED WITH 
LIT FOR WEEKS WATCHING THE 




^ PERHAPS, OR 
COINCIDENCE 
LAWMEN HAVE 
DO, THAT IS 
HAS ASKED YOU TO TAKE OVER 
THIS PARTICULAR JOB ' OUR STAGE 



L3ATER, AS ROCKY AND THE WELLS FARGO STAGE RIDE 
THE ARID TRAIL OF ONE OF THE TWIN PLAINS -- 


THIS POOR HOMBRE IS 
REALLY WOUNDED.' . 


KEEP YOUR GUNfe READY.' IT 
MIGHT BE A TRICK .' ^t-tt 


LOOK, ROCKY l SOME 
H OMBRE IS WOUNDED 
UP AHEAD.' 



ROCKY DISMOUNTS TO AIOTNE WOUNDED MAN 


TOO BAD WE HAD TO WOUND THAT 
HOMBRE TO MAKE THE GREAT ROCKY 
LANE FALL INTO OUR TRAP/ S 


TAKE CARE OF THE STAGE GUARDS, 
BOYS/ TWO OF YUH STAY HERE TO 
HELP ME COVER ROCKY . 
LANE AND GET THE 
frnh 1 GOLD SHIPMENT/ J / l 
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r rocky whistle? fer his hoss 

AND THE CRITTER CAME AMD j 
STARTED TO CHEW ON HIS ^ 
ROPES.' HE'LL HAVE HIM ) J 
FREE IN A FEW SECONDG.'/ /A 


r TAXE THE WOUNDED STRANGER 
TO A DOCTOR IN TOWN/ AND THEN 
REPORT THE ROBBERY TO THE . 
SHERIFF.' I'M GOING TO RIDE 
AFTER THOSE OWL HOOTS l J 7 


' GOOD OLD 
BLACK JACK / 


IXk FEW MINUTES LATER. ROCKY AND BLACK JACK CUT ACROSS THE 
NARROW DIVIOC IN THE HILLCREST THAT LINKS THE PLAINS.' 


ROCKY AND HIS FLEET STEED RACE 
OVER THE 5AM0S OF THE PLAINS, 
FOLLOWING THE HOOFPR1WTS OF 
THE OUTLAWS' HORSES 


THEY RODE THROUGH HERE/ 
AND ARE HEADING FOR THE 
TOP OF GORGE MOUNTAIN ' 

I CAN JUST SEE THE ^ 

S. LAST HORSE .' \ 


FROM THE FRESHNESS OF THOSE 
PRINTS WE ARENT TOO FAR 
BEHIND THEM , BLACK JACK 




WE WERE FOOLED JUST 
AS THE SHERIFF WAS 
BY THE DISAPPEARING 
OUTLAWS.' LET'S GO, 
BOY.' WE'RE HEADING J 
FOR TOWN /-""S 


THE HORSES NEVER V 
STOPPED IN THEIR RUN 
TO PERMIT THEIR RIDERS 
TO DISMOUNT, OF THAT, 
— , l‘M CERTAIN .' > 


THEY MUST HAVE A CLEVER- 
LY HIDDEN HIDE-OUT , 

SOMEWHERE IN , ) 

GORGE MOUNTAIN 


tSDON- THERE AREV 

* THE HORSES, 

BLACK JACK BUT THE 
OUTLAWS HAVE disap- 
peared.' THERE ARE 
NO FOOTPRINTS OF DIS- 
MOUNTING RIDERS UP 
HERE, SO THAT MEANS 
WE HAVE BEEN FOLLOW- 
ING EMPTY SADDLES/ 



SIX CUN HEROES 




SIX CUN HEROES 



r GOT THE SHERIFF'S HOSS / NOW 
I'LL CUT THROUGH THE HERO AND 
ORA3 HI6 SADOLE BAG / OWWW i 
MV WRIST / — ' 


JUST BE THANKFUL I DON'T SHOOT TO 
KILL/ NOW I'D BETTER REACH THe 
SHERIFF BEFORE HE'S TRAMPLED > 
1 UNOER ' 


/ THOSE H0AABRE5 ARENT ) THEY PROBABLY KNOW ABOUT THE PAY-^ 
COLLINS’ MEN I THEY'RE y ROLL YOU’RE CARRYING IN YOUR SADDLE 

t outlaws/ bag i ride aheao of me, sheriff, 

: v -^. X I BEFORE THEY SHOOT YOUR HORSE fin 

■ v \ \ V FROM UNDER YOU ! THAT SEEMS TO ? 

OHHHHH! VA lA BE THEIR AIM / • X 


Bang 


BANS 


ABOUT THAT AREA 


THI N«XT MORNING -- 

THE COLLINS RANCH IS ABOUT 
TWO MILES FROM HERE, ROCKY/ 
WELLS FARGO USE^ THE 
BROTHER PLAINS PER TVI0R v 
RUN ’CAUSE THE SISTER 
PLAINS CROSSES COLLINS' 
GRAZING GROUNOS/ LOOK.' J 
THAR'S UT SITTING ON 
.HIS PORCH i 


ON OUR RETURN, > 
SHERIFF, I'M j 
\ RlOING THE 
> BROTHER PLAINS/ 
I'M STILL PUZZLED 




SIX CUN HEROES 






I '4 THE OUTLAWS’ HORSES PRINTS ^ 
LEAD INTO SORGE MOUNTAIN! 
AGAIN, VET THE BLOOD SPOTS 
THAT DOT THE PLAINS ALL THE 
WAV DOWN SEEM TO STOP HERE AT 
LIT'S SHED ' I'M POSITIVE THAT IF 
I RIDE AFTER THOSE HORSES, I'LL 
FIND MYSELF FOLLOWING EMPTY 
SADDLES AGAIN 


f WHY WOULD SOMEONE ® 
BUILD SUCH’ A TALL, WIDE ^ 
SHED ? BUT THE STRANGEST 
PART IS THAT THIS SIDE FOR 
A WIDTH OF FOUR FEET, HAS 
BEEN BUILT OF PARTICULARLY 
STRONG TIMBER , 


GOT ONE OF THE CRITTERS, BUT 
THAT DOESN'T BRING BACK TWO OF 
MV BEST DEPUTIES.' I'LL NOT 
REST, ROCKY UNTIL 
THAT BAND SWINGS 
FROM A TREE J 


TAKE CARE OF THAT HAND, 
SHERIFF' I'M RIDING AFTER. 


FEW SECONDS LATER 


BLACK JACK i I'VE GOT IT / 

THAT SOMETHING THAT HAS BEEN 
DISTURBING ME ISN'T ON THE , 
I THOUGHT/ 


I WISH I HAD ME A HOSS 
ROCKY.' BUT BOTH OF US ‘ 
CAN'T RIDE ONE HOSS, IT 
WOULD SLOW US UP 'GOOD 
HUNTING/ 


SIX CUN HEROES 






SIX CUN HEROES 





^ SUPPOSED IS CORRECT AND !‘M 
NOT LIT HOWARD 1 I ASSUMED THE WELLS 
FARGO GUARD’S IDENTITY AFTER I KILLED 
HIM TO FURTHER MY PLANS' X KNOW YOU 


THEN YOU'RE ME C BARRET, MECHANICAL GENIUS, 
CRIMINAL, AND MURDERER / BUT YOUR BLIND 
ALMO 


' YOU INTENDED TO SHOOT 
> YOU HIT THE DOS/ 


COME ON, FANGS/ I'LL HELP 
YOU FINISH HIM OFF 


SIX CUN HEROES 



MOW I'LL JUST WAIT UNTIL ONE OF 
THESE CRITTERS CO/WES TO.' THEN 
I'LL HAVE HIM TIE HIS CRIME 
&ROTHERS UP AND MARCH THEM 
TO THE SHERIFF AND JAIL ! 


FOLLOW FURTHER ADVENTURES OF ROCKY 
LANE in ROCKY LANE WESTERN 
AND in SIX-OUN HEROES/ 



OH, MY MOTHER • 
WARNED MB NEVER 
TO GO OUT ON - 
_ A LIMB / ^ 



